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We towed a feu* barges down St. John's River, a feu* others back
to town, all under guard. We wondered what had become of
Captain O'Brien, and we hounded the mate for news. When one
of the engineers, complaining of dry rot in his timbers, wanted to
quit the ship and was advised to hold on a little longer, we knew
that something was brewing.
One morning we cleared for Savannah with a small schooner
in tow and a customs inspector on deck as a passenger. It was
felt in official quarters that the Dauntless could not yet be trusted.
But Captain Cartyra showed no signs of displeasure. Within an
hour he and the officer were on friendly terms; at dinner they
shared a bottle of good wine, then played cribbage until Cartyra
had lost several dollars. Next day when we were hailed by a
revenue cutter and the boarding officer found we were already
under guard, we were allowed to proceed.
The day after we reached Savannah our inspector-passenger
stamped aboard with a telegram ordering him back to Jacksonville
immediately. He wanted to know how soon we could get under
way.
Captain Cartyra gazed at him sorrowfully. He would call the
engineer. Unfortunately, a leak had appeared in a stern bearing
which must be repaired. . . .
The engineer was apologetic. He hoped it would be a matter
of only a few days, but if the bearing was cracked she would have
to be put in dry dock. They were working on it, he said, and
should know tomorrow. . . .
Sounds of hammering in the ship's hold gave evidence of some-
thing having gone wrong, and seemed to dispel the inspector's
suspicion, if not his vexation. There was apparent concern in the
captain's voice as he suggested patience; every effort would be
made to hasten the repairs, but of course one could never telL A
leaking ship was an uncertain proposition. He had hoped for a
chance to prove himself a better hand at cribbage on their return
to Jacksonville. , . .
The inspector was almost jovial when he departed that evening,
after an early dinner washed down with the captain's excellent
wine and in a carriage which, providentially, was waiting on the
docks. As a final gesture of goodwill the captain ordered one of
the crew to carry his heavy bag, accompany him to the station,
see him safely aboard the train. Upon the man's return we made
ready to sail.